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dredged up a remark that she had made while reclining on
Dolabella's couch. Someone had talked of gems, and she
had shown a bracelet delicately set with split jewels to
look like flowers. She had mentioned some jeweller as the
maker. Who was it?

Without further thought Gallus picked himself up, rubbed
aimlessly at the mud on his dinner-tunic, and set off in the
direction of the Forum. Beyond that lay the Sacred Way
where most of the jewellers were found. Perhaps he would
remember the name if he read the notices. The streets were
darkening, but he knew his way. Into the empty Forum
he stumbled, mistily surprised; his steps in the deserted
square sounded so loud. He tried to walk quietly but could
not then keep his balance, and relapsed into stamping along;
but even this did not save him from a fall. In the gloom he
failed to note the deep gutter running along the middle of
the Forum. He tripped and lay at full length, once more
drenched and befouled.

As he rose, he cursed: "Falcidius will have shut his shop."
He had remembered the name! He realised this, and clapped
his hands; but the hollow echoes frightened him, and he
hastened across the pavement to the shelter of the opposite
colonnade. Falcidius? He was uncertain again. Falx was
a reaping-hook, When he fell, he had been cast down like
a swathe before the hook. Was that what had made him
think of the name? "Scythe-man, are you my destroyer,
the evil of the dark, or are you a fat-faced tradesman, waiting
to tell me where Cytheris lives?"

He tramped on and reached the head of the Sacred Way.
But it was too dark to read any signs. He saw a skulking
figure and called out, but it fled, and Gallus, giving chase,
fell on the roadway and lost the shadow. Going up to the
nearest doorway, he banged on the shutters.

".Go away/3 came a quaking voice.

"I want Falcidius, the jeweller, damn him." Gallus tried
to think of an excuse. "His house is on fire. His country
House,"

tenth shop down," answered the voice, suspiciously.
gfc Og- costing the houses, but lost one and had
:&i banged again, "Was it here I asked?"

